28                   LETTERS FROM SAMOA
that I heard last week, I came on a rabid * total abstinence' man, and a woman lecturing rather frantically on women's rights and wrongs. All these violences are very unsavoury to me; surely it is possible to do what is right, and even to advocate it, without screaming. , . .
We have done very little sight-seeing of any kind; but we had one very pleasant drive to the Heads, or entrance to the harbour, a narrow and dangerous-looking  passage between high cliffs. There were lovely views of the harbour all the way; indeed, one never seems to leave its shores for long, as the town overruns many necks and peninsulas of land which are surrounded by the lovely blue waters.    We visited a large and important lighthouse at the Heads; it is electric, and though much  larger than the one on the May,1 the apparatus seemed to be very similar in style  and  arrangement.     The keeper who showed us over it said the lights were designed and planned by a young Englishman only twenty-one years of age, but he did not remember his name.    I wonder who he could be. ...  It was a  delightful  drive, though  the heat was  very great; indeed, it has been very hot ever since I came here.    To-day it is a modified hot wind again, and a regular duststorm is blowing outside.    I can stand heat, but I don't like the hot winds at all.    However, what can one expect in a country where the sun goes round widderskws,
1 Isle of May, in the Forth.